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Sad were the men of De-Danaan,

Sad from the sword of the Sons of Milith,

In the fight of Tailtin,

In the fight for lordship of the streams of Erin.

To the hosting of the chiefs

They drew together their war-sick banners,

And said: "Let one be Lord,

To the healing of us all."

Bov Derg, a southern chief, is chosen king;
his rival, Lir of the White Field, retreats in
wrath brooding upon his wrong.

But those about Bov Derg were wroth at Lir, and

said:
"Give us the word, Bov Derg, and Lir shall be an

heap
Of bleaching bones, cast out and suddenly forgot."

"Not so," answered Bov Derg, "leave Lir
the lordship of himself, to daunt Fomorian
ships." At last word came that the whole
South was full of wailing. A cry had gone
forth, "The wife of Lir is dead, and Lir like
winter's frost that melts away in tears!" Bov
Derg, that there might be peace between him
and Lir, sent messengers offering one of his
three daughters, Oova, Oifa, or Eva, as wife
to Lir. Lir came and chose the eldest, for he
would not wrong the first-born. Of this mar-
riage were four children: at the first birth
Fianoula, a daughter, Oodh, a son; at the